neatly and put it back on the table. The door opened and,
followed by the little assistant, Mike Stern made his entrance.
He was tightly buttoned into his costume of a toreador, a
short, round, pompous, common but good-natured little
man, who some day would be one of the great opera singers.

"Here I am," he said proudly. "Don't you worry about
me, I know the part. Come on, Madame, let's have it."

Madame got up with an effort. It was very late and she
had still three scenes to sing. Three scenes with beginners,
with young pepple who knew nothing but who did not
get hoarse. She was very hoarse now. She was very tired.
She felt like a puppet with the strings cut off.

Bhakaroff was lying on the couch in his dressing-room
and taking a rest. He felt quite happy, only somewhat chilly.
It was always chilly in the shade of the garden wall where
the old pump stood. He left the shade and went over to
the sunny side of the garden. The pear tree was full of pears,
golden, heavy, juicy pears. " Don't eat them before they are
ripe, Sasha."

" Non, Maman, ne dtrange-toi. Give me some of the pears,
Maman, I am very thirsty. Don't climb up the tree, you'll
fall down, Bebe. It's getting late, I have to get up, I must
dress, I must go to the boat. Only five minutes' rest. Get up,
Sasha, get dressed." "How you feelin' now, Mist* Bakrow?"
"Thanks, Slickum, perfect. I must get dressed. The boat/*

At his master's mumbling Slickum came over to the
couch, but he couldn't understand him. He had taken off
some of the make-up, but in the midst of it Mist' Bakrow
had seemed so tired that he gave it up. There was still
some olive grease-paint under the eyes, around the ears
and along the chin. Bhakaroff stirred and moved his lips.
Slickum looked at the clock and again at his master. " Looks
okay, though," he thought.